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BIG ONION,. leader of the Big Onion 
gang, walked through a narrow passage 
between two grimy warehouses along the 
waterfront. He pushed a button and a clev- 
erly hidden door slid silently open. He entered 
and it slid shut behind him. Walking on gum 
shoes, he stepped between piles o£ packing 
cases and into a darkened room. His voice was 
husky as he whispered, "Come on, boys. It's 
time to pull off that bank job." 

"Gee, boss, can't you at least wait till we 
see how this program comes out?" It was the 
whining voice of Little Cheese, Big Onion's 
chief lieutenant. Big Onion was silent for a 
moment. As his eyes became accustomed to 
the darkness, he could make out the shad- 
owy figures of a dozen men in the room, all 
with their attention focused on a small screen. 
The hoodlums were fascinated by one of the 
most popular of all television shows, "Major 
Jupiter, The Lunar Ranger." 

At the same moment, in a modest home about 
a mile away, Wicky Burke was watching the 
same program, as were thousands of people 
all over the country. Wicky was breathless 
with suspense as Major Jupiter fearlessly 
steered his space ship among the planets to 
battle against the Little Men from Mars who 
were plotting to fly to earth and set up a crime 
syndicate. One of them nearly shot the Major 
with a ray gun, but by the time the program 
was ended, good old Jupiter had them all 
subdued, except for one, more villainous than 
all the rest, who had escaped, shaking his fist 
at the earthman and threatening to even the 
score. 

"Will he make good his threat? Tune in 
tomorrow and . . ." 

Wicky turned off the set. He knew what the 
announcer was going to say and besides, wild 
horses couldn't keep him from tuning in to- 
morrow, anyway. 




And a mile aws>-, Little Cheese was also 
turning off a television set, as Big Onion and 
his gang prepared to creep out into the black ■ 
night toward the First National Bank. 

Next morning, as Wicky came down to I 
breakfast, his eyes popped as he saw a big 
package on the table beside his plate. "Happy 
birthday, son!" chorused his mother and father. 
Wicky tore at the strings and wrappings and 
opened the box. His face shone -with joy as 
he removed the contents. 

"Oh, boy!" he shouted. "This is just what 
I wanted!" 

"I hope it fits," said his mother. 

"Try it on," suggested his father. 

The boy needed no further urging. In a 
matter of minutes he was attired in the scar- 
let tunic, blue tights, and plastic headgear of 
a member of the Lunar Rangers. In his hand 
was a genuine ray gun, guaranteed harmless. 

"Golly!" he exclaimed, his voice slightly 
muffled by the plastic globe over his head, "it's 
exactly like the suit Major Jupiter wears!" 

"You certainly look frightful — I mean 
frightening," smiled his father. "In fact, you 
look as if you got your head caught in a gold- 
fish bowl." 

"Don't let him tease you, son, you look just 
fine," declared Mrs. Burke. 

Wicky's first trip was to the full-length mir- ' 
ror to get a good look at himself. His secondT 
was out of doors to show his birthday present! 
to all his pals. The first boys he saw were* 
amazed and delighted and said they wished 
they had a suit like it. Then Wicky encoun- 
tered Leslie Snite, who couldn't hide his envy. 

Leslie said, "Phooey, it's just an imitation 
Lunar Ranger suit. You're not really a member 
of the Rangers at all. Besides, what good is 
it if you haven't got a space ship? How can 



you fly to Mars or anywhere without a space 
ship? Huh?" 

Wicky's joy was momentarily dampened by 
all this. But not for long. Being a man of 
action, he decided to take care of the defi- 
ciency. He'd build himself a space ship! 

There was considerable sawing and hammer- 
ing in the Burke garage, and presently Wicky 
emerged, hauling a weird vehicle. It was, in 
fact, his old coaster wagon with sort of a 
, jet plane superstructure. It did look like a 
space ship — if you didn't look close. The only 
flaw in it was thai it wouldn't fly! 

1 Big Onion and his men were lolling in the 
old abandoned barn that stood in the valley 
under Coogan's Cliff. Big Onion was busy 
counting a large pile of money. Four men were 
, playing cards on a barrel top. Several others 
I were stretched out on a stack of hay. Little 
Cheese was fiddling with a small portable 
radio. He grumbled, "I don't see why we had 
to abandon our good old television set. Now 
we're liable to miss the next episode of Major 
Jupiter." 

"Oh, dry up!" growled Big Onion. 

"But gee, boss, we could just as well have 
gone back to the warehouse after we heisted 
the bank. It was a better hide-out than this 
crumby old barn." 

"You got rocks in your head," retorted Big 
Onion. "The very first place the cops look for 
crooks is in an old warehouse." 

"Aw, they never would have found us. Our 
place was so well hidden that . . ■" 

The radio began to work. A newscaster was 
saying. "After the sensational robbery of the 
■ First National Bank last night, police today 
raided a waterfront warehouse. There was evi- 
dence that members of the Big Onion gang 
had been using it as a hide-out." 

Little Cheese snapped off the radio. Big 
Onion laughed, "Ha!" Little Cheese, however, 
wasn't the type who could remain silent for 
long. After awhile he said, "Say, boss, do you 
think there really are little men on Mars that 
want to come down here and take over the 
rackets?" 

"Must be„" responded Big Onion. "We saw 
'em on television, didn't we?" 



"I'd sure hate to meet up with them!" said 
Little Cheese. "Those ray guns must beat the 
best automatic ever built. Suppose one of them 
Mars mobsters was to swoop down out of the 
sky and . . ." His eyes had turned upward 
toward a wide open door near the top of the 
barn. His words froze on his lips. The other 
men, seeing his terror, looked upward, too. 
Panic gripped them! Swooping down toward 
the open barn door was a strange craft that 
looked a lot like a Email jet plane. And seated 
in the cockpit wan a plastic-helmeted figur? 
who certainly appeared to be a creature from 
out of this world. 

The craft swooped into the barn and landed 
on the hay with only slight damage. 

"Look out! It's Major Jupiter!" yelled one 
of the gangsters. 

"No, no, it's a mad mobster from Mars!" 
wailed Little Cheese. 

"Let him have it!" hollered another, 

"No, don't shoot! Run for it!" exclaimed 
Big Cheese. "Can't you see he's got a ray gun?" 

Pell mell, rushing and scrambling, the bur- 
glars fled from the barn. They were i'n too 
much of a hurry to go for their cars, hidden 
nearby. All of them ran as fast as they could 
to the nearest police station, where they gave 
themselves up, bellowing, "Man from Mars! 
After us! Put us in a cell! Protect us!" 

Wicky Burke, meanwhile, was scrambling 
out of the hay, unhurt except for a bruised 
knee. His "space ship" was slightly damaged. 
One wing had cracked and a wagon wheel 
was bent. 

"Golly, I was lucky," mused Wicky. "When 
I hit that rock coming down Coogan's hill and 
swerved off over the cliff, I thought I was a 
goner, sure. Lucky I landed in that hay. Won- 
der what those guys were doing here?" 

Later an eminent criminal psychiatrist de- 
clared it was merely a guilt complex that had 
led members of the Big Onion gang to "imag- 
ine" they had seen a man from Mars. 

THE END 
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